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Editor s Note 


T here arc among my selections a few poems which 
it may be urged do not come under the category 
of English poetr}'. The very first poem of all is 
Mr. Harman’s translation of the famous ode of Catullus. 
This I have included for two reasons. The great Roman 
singer’s poem has been a most fruitful source of inspira¬ 
tion to our Enghsh poets, as those who read may see, 
and, further, the translation is worthy of the great 
original. There can be no higher praise than this. 

I have also included several of the Basia of Joannes 
Secundus. Ttiese, written in Latin in 1533, were trans¬ 
lated by Elijah Fenton m 1730, and had an extraordi¬ 
nary vogue, not only in this country, but throughout the 
literary world. I feel especially indebted to this excel¬ 
lent Dutchman, as it was the reading of his “ Kisses ” 
that stimulated me to seek out what our own poets had 
to say on this theme. 

My thanks are due to Messrs. J. M. Dent and Sons 
for permission to reproduce Mr. E. G. Harman’s To 
Lesbia; to Messrs. Duckworth and Co. for the three 
poems by Mr. D. H. Lawrence; to Mr. John Lane, of 
the Bodley Head, for Ernest Dowson’s Cynara, the 
extract from Emblems of Love, by Lascelles Abercrom¬ 
bie, and that from Paola and Francesca by Stephen 
Phillips; to Herbert Jenkins, Ltd., for the poems by the 
late Edmund John, and to Mr. A. L. Humphreys for 
those by Ivar Campbell. 


I must also thank Kenneth Hare, Charles M. Kohan, 
Ivan. Alan Seymour and Theo van Beek for the poems 
they have given me, and most of all am I grateful to 
my friend, Henry Simpson, for his beautiful foreword, 
and the two hitherto unpublished poems which are in¬ 
cluded in this collection. 


W. G. HARTOG. 


London, ig 2 s. 



Forezvoi'd. 


B y all the signs of the times it would appear that a 
renaissance of the cult of the tenderer passions in 
poetry is overdue and imminent, and here in the 
series of beautiful love poems which this book enshrines, 
is one more testimony to the awakening of a renewed 
interest in that imaginative aspect of love, which, in the 
breasts of the literary lover and his lass, has for a pro¬ 
longed period fallen in obscure abej’ance. 

Yet it cannot be gainsaid that poetry is itself not a 
little to blame for the quandary in which love’s age-long 
mystery stands, for in the mouths of poetry’s most 
modem exponents, love, with other of the elemental 
beauties, has for some time, for some distracted reason, 
been taboo. But fashion is for e\ er devouring itself, and 
the obsession of to-day passes to-morrow to oblivion. 
So, even now, the younger generation is knocking at the 
door with its imperious demand for " back to beauty or 
we perish.” 

Meanwhile it is well to remind ourselves that there are 
four basic impulses in poetr}', four changeless passions: 
religion, love, nature and patriotism, which eternally 
manifest themselves in song. Of these the second in 
order of creative beauty is tlie love motive, and here is 
the witness of English, with some other, poets, old and 
new, known and little known, in that high respect. Who 
cannot but listen when Spenser and Shakespeare, 
Shelley and Swdnburne, all sing the same adoring 
canb’cle? 



The collection seems to have been culled, more or 
less at random, from the love poems of the past four 
hundred years, and although there will not be wanting 
some who will say this should have been added and that 
left out, this is too strong and that too v/eak, enough 
seems to have been selected to illustrate so romantic a 
theme, to adorn so melting an enthusiasm. 

Of the book’s intimate title we may just say this, that 
in the Kingdom of Love the kiss is the most perfect 
gesture. lAiTiat it is, and why it should be so we cannot 
tell. We are ushered into life with our mother’s kiss, 
and it is friendship’s last farewell upon the cold brows 
of death. Nothing can be fairer in courtesy, nor in 
treachery fouler. The Divine Lover was Himself betrayed 
with a kiss. It has, when the heart is deeply moved, 
the quality of a necessity and a crown. In passion 
disquieting, it may achieve love’s death or life. Teu- 
felsdrokh was made immortal by a kiss, Paolo and Fran¬ 
cesca slain of its swordlike ecstasy. A whisper of the 
infinite on the lips of time, it is an angel’s greeting, the 
sacrament and seal of Love’s fruition. 

Perhaps this book may come like the kiss of the Prince 
in the fairy story to arouse a sleeping beauty, too long 
immured in a dolorous and vacant slumber. 


HENRY SIMPSON. 
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Xlti 


TO LESBIA 


Translatcd from CaUilhts 
By EDWARD GEORGE HARMAN. 

J^ISS me, my love, and yet again 
Kiss me, that so the eager pain 
Of severance we may forget; 

For when our little sun is set. 

Though suns may set and rise again, 
For us shall endless night remain. 

Then kiss me, love, while yet we may; 
Let Wisdom frown so we are gay; 

Kiss me, and from that honeyed store 
Of kisses bring a hundred more,— 

A thousand kisses add to these. 

And then a thousand more, nor cease 
Till all the reckoning of our bliss 
Is blotted out in kiss on kiss. 

And envious night may never see 
The kisses thou didst give to me. 


JOHN HARRINGTON (1578). 

TWHENCE comes my love? O hearte, disclose 
’Twas from cheeks tliat shame the rose, 

F rom lips that spoyle the rubyes prayse. 

From eyes that mock the diamond’s blaze: 
M'lience comes my woe ? as freely owne ; 

Ah me! ’twas from a hearte lyke stone. 



The blushyng cheek speakes modest mynde, 

The lipps, befitting wordes moste kynde, 

The eye does tempte to love’s desire, 

And seems to say ’tis Cupid’s fire; 

Yet all so f aire but speake my moane, 

Syth noughte dothe saye the hearte of Stone. 

Why thus, my love, so kynd bespeake 

Sweet lyppe, sweet eye, sweet blushyng cheeke— 

Yet not a hearte to save my paine? 

O Venus, take thy giftes again; 

Make not so faire to cause our moane, 

Or wake a hearte that’s lyke our owne. 


CARDS AND KISSES 

JOHN LYLY (1606). . 

^UPID and my Campaspe play’d 

At Cards for Kisses—Cupid paid: 
He stakes his quiver, bow, and arrows. 

His mother’s doves, and team of sparrows; 
Loses them too; then down he throws 
The coral of his lip, the rose 
Growing on’s cheek (but none knows how); 
With these, the crystal of his brow. 

And then the dimple of his chin : 

All these did my Campaspe win. 

At last he set her both his eyes— 

She won, and Cupid blind did rise. 

O Love! has she done this for thee ? 

What shall, alas! become of me ? 



TO HIS COY LOVE 

MICHAEL DRAYTON (1631). 

I P RAY thee, leave, love me no more. 
Call home the heart you gave me! 
I but in vain that saint adore 
That can, but will not save me. 

These poor half-kisses kill me quite— 
Was ever man thus served. 

Amidst an ocean of delight 
For pleasure to be starved. 

Show me no more those snowy breasts 
With azure riverets branched 
Where, whilst mine eye with plenty feasts 
Yet is my thirst not staunched; 

O Tantalus, thy pains ne’er tell 

^ me thou art prevented 

’Tis nothing to be plagued in Hell, 

But thus in Heaven tormented. 


MY LADY’S LIPS 

THOMAS MIDDLETON (1627). 

J^OVE for such a cherry lip 

Would be glad to pawn his arrows; 
Venus here to take a sip 
Would sell her doves and team of sparrows. 
But they shall not so; 

Hey nonny, nonny no! 

None but I this lip must owe; 

Hey nonny, nonny no ! 



Did Jove see this wanton eye, 

Ganymede must Avait no longer; 

Phoebe here one night did lie. 

Would change her face and look much younger. 
But they shall not so; 

Hey nonny, nonny no ! 

None but I this lip must owe; 

Hey nonny, nonny no ! 


FROM 

ASTROPHEL AND STELLA 

Sir PHILIP SIDNEY (1584). 

Q KISS! which dost those ruddy gems impart, 
Or gems or fruits of new-found Paradise; 
Breathing all bliss and sweet’ning to the heart; 
Teaching dumb lips a nobler exercise. 

O Kiss ! which souls, even souls together ties 
By links of love, and only Nature’s art: 

How fair would I paint thee to all men’s eyes 
Or of thy gifts at least shade out some part.? 

But she forbids. With blushing words, she says 
“ She builds her fame on higher-seated praise.” 
But my heart burns, I cannot silent be. 

Then since, dear life! you fain would have me 
peace; 

And I, mad with delight, want wit to cease : 

Stop you my mouth with still still kissing me ! 


j^OVE still a boy, and oft a wanton is : 

Schooled only by his mother’s tender eye. 
What wonder then, if he his lesson miss; 
When for so soft a rod, dear play he try? 
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And yet my Star, because a sugared kiss 
In sport I suckt, while she asleep did lie : 

Doth lower; nay, chide; nay, threat for only this! 
“ Sweet 1 It was saucy Love, not humble I.” 

But no ’sense serves; she makes her wrath appear 
In beauty’s throne. See now I who dares come near 
Those scarlet judges, threat’ning bloody pain? 

O, heavenly fool I Thy most Wss-worthy face. 
Anger invests with such a lovely grace 
That Anger’s self I needs must kiss again! 


From 

OTHER SONGS OF VARIABLE 
VERSE 

Sir PHILIP SYDNEY. 

Second Song. 

l-I AVE I caught my heavenly jewel. 
Teaching sleep most fair to be? 

Now will I teach her, tliat she. 

When she wakes, is too too cruel. 

Since sweet sleep her eyes hath charmed. 
The two only darts of Love; 

Now will I with that boy prove 
Some play, while he is disarmed. 

Her tongue, waking, still refuseth; 

Giving frankly, niggard “ No ” : 

Now will I attempt to know 

What “ No ” her tongue sleeping, useth. 


S 



See the hand that waking, guardeth; 
Sleeping, grants a free resort: 

Now will I invade the fort; 

Cowards, Love with loss rewardeth. 

But, O fool! think of the danger 
Of her just and high disdain; 

Now will I, alas, refrain, 

Love fears nothing else but anger. 

Yet those lips, so sweetly swelling. 

Do invite a stealing kiss : 

Now will I but venture this. 

Who will read must first learn spelling. 

O sweet kiss! but ah! she is waking. 
Lowering beauty chastens me; 

Now will I away hence flee; 

F ool! more fool! for not more taking. 


SONNETS AFTER ASTROPHEL 

Canto tertio. 

lyjY love bound me with a kiss 

That I should no longer stay : 
When I felt so sweet a bliss, 

I had less power to pass away. 

Alas ! that women do not know. 

Kisses make men loth to go. 


6 



PARTHENOPHIL AND 
PARTHENOPE 

B. BARNES (1593). 

SONNET. 

T OVE for Europa’s love, took shape of Bull; 

And for Calisto, played Diana’s part: 

And in a golden shower, he filled full 
The lap of Danae, with celestial art. 

Would I were changed but to my Mistress’ gloves. 
That those white lovely fingers I might hide ! 

That I might kiss those hands, which mine heart 
\ loves! 

Or else that chain of pearl (her neck’s vain pride) 
M]ade proud with her neck’s veins, that I might fold 
About that lovely neck, and her paps tickle ! 

Or her to compass, like a belt of gold ! 

Or that sweet wine, which down her throat doth 
trickle, 

To kiss her lips, and lie next at her heart. 

Run through her veins, and pass by Pleasure’s part! 


Madrigal 13. 

gOFT, lovely, rose-like lips, conjoined with mine ! 

Breathing out precious incense such ! 

(Such as, at Paphos, smoke to Venus’ Shrine) 
Making my lips immortal, with their touch! 

My cheeks, with touch of thy soft cheeks divine; 
Thy soft warm cheeks, which Venus favours much 1 
Those arms, such arms! which me embraced. 

Me, with immortal cincture girding round 
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Of everlasting bliss ! then bound 

With her enfolded thighs in mine entangled; 

And both in one self soul placed, 

Make a hermaphrodite, with pleasures ravished ! 
There, heat for heat’s, soul for /soul’s empire 
wrangled! . 

Why died not I, with love so largely lavished ? 
For ’wake (not finding truth of dreams before) 

It’s secret waxeth ten times more! 


From Madrigal 17 

let my lips be pressed ! 

And, with continual kisses. 

Pour everlasting spirit to my life. 

So, shall I always live! so, still be blessed ! 
Kiss still! and make no misses ! 

Double! redouble kisses! 

Murmur affections! War in pleasing strife, 
Press lips ! Lips, rest oppressed ! 

This passion is no fiction. 


ODES. 

From Ode 8. 

'^^(/ITH that, he. sighed, and would have kissed I 
And viewed her with a fearful smile : 

She turned, and said, “Your aim missed! ” 
With sighs redoubled, the meanwhile. 

The Shepherd sate, but did compile 
Green knotted rushings; 

Then roundelays sings. 

And pleasant doth twilight beguile ! 


8 



At length, he somewhat nearer prest, 

And, with a glance, the Nymph deceiving. 
He kissed her! She said, “ Be at rest! ” 
Willing displeased, in the receiving! 
'Thence, from his purpose, never leaving. 

He pressed her further! 

She would cry " Murder! ” 

But somewhat was her breath bereaving! 

At length, he does possess her whole ! 

Her lips, and all he would desire! 

And would have breathed in her his soul. 

If that his soul he could inspire; 

Eft that chanced, which he did require, 

A live soul possest 
Her matron breast— 

Then waking, I found Sleep a liar! 

LICIA 

G. FLETCHER (1593)- 
Sonnet. 

“(^RANT, fairest kind, a kiss unto thy friend ! 

A blush replied; and yet a kiss I had. 

It is not heaven that can such nectar send; 
Whereat my senses, all amazed, were glad. 
This done. She fled as one that was afraid; 

And I desired to kiss, by kissing more. 

My love, she frowned; and I my kissing stayed : 
Yet wished to kiss her as I did before. 

Then as the vine, the propping elm doth clasp. 
Loth to depart, till both together die. 

So fold me. Sweet, until my latest gasp! 

That in thy arms, to death I kissed. 

Thus whilst I live, for kisses I must call: 

Still kiss me. Sweet, or kiss me not at all! 


9 



AN ELEGY 


G. FLETCHER. 

£) OWN in a bed, and on a bed of down; 

Love, She and I to sleep together lay: 

She, like a wanton, kissed me with a frown, 

“ Sleep, sleep ! ” she said; but meant to steal away 
I could not choose but kiss, but wake, but smile, 
To see how She thought us two to beguile. 

She feigned a sleep. I waked her with a kiss. 

A kiss to me she gave, to make me sleep. 

“ If I did wrong, sweet Love, my fault was this : 

In that I did not you thus waking keep. 

Then kiss me. Sweet! that so I sleep may take; 
Or let me kiss, to keep you still awake! ” 

The night drew on, and needs she must be gone. 
She waked Love, and bid him learn to wait. 

She sighed. She said, to leave me there alone : 

^^d bid Love stay; but practise no deceit. 

Love wept for grief, and sighing made great moan : 
And could not sleep, nor stay, if she were gone. 

“Then stay, sweet Love ! ” A kiss with that I gave. 
She could not stay, but gave me kiss again. 

A kiss was all that,! could get or crave: 

“ ^ kiss. She bound me to remain, 

cc ^ Licia! ’ still I in my dreams did cry. 

Come, Licia, come! or else my heart will die.” 


lO 



ELEGY II 

G. FLETCHER. 

J^ISTANCE of place, my Love and we did part; 

Yet both did swear. We never would remove ! 
In sign thereof, I bade her take my heart; 

Which did, and doth, and cannot choose but, love, 
Thus did we part, in hope to meet again; 

Where both did vow most constant to remain. 

A she there was that passed betwixt us both; 

By whom each knew how other’s cause did fare : 
For men to trust men in their love are loath. 

Thus had we both of love a Lover’s care. 

Haply he seeks his sorrows io rc 7 tew. 

That for hts love, doth make another sue. 

By her a kiss, a kiss to me She sent; 

A kiss for price more worth than purest gold. 

She gave it her. To me the kiss was meant. 

A she to kiss: what harm if she were bold ? 

Happy those lips, that had so sweet a kiss! 

For Heaven itself scarce yields so sweet a bliss. 

This modest she, blushing for shame of this, 

Or loath to part from that she liked so,well, 

Did play false play; and gave me not the kiss : 

Yet my Love’s kindness could not choose but tell. 
Then blame me not, that kissing, sighed and swore, 
“ I kissed but her; whom you had kissed before ! ” 

“ Sw'eet, love me more! and blame me not, sweet 
, Love! 

1 kissed those lips ; yet, harmless, I do vow : 

Scarce would my lips from off those lips remove; 
For still, methought, sweet Fair, I kissed you. 

And thus kind love, the sun of all my bliss, 

Was both begun, and ended in a kiss. 



ZEPHERIA 

? (1594). 

Canzon 23. 

■^HY coral-coloured lips, how should I portray 
Unto the unmatchable pattern of their sweet! 

A draught of blessedness I stole away 

From them, when last I kissed. I taste it yet! 

So did that sug’ry touch my lips ensucket. 

On them, Minerva’s honey birds do hive 
Mellifluous words; when so thou please to frame 
Thy speech to entertainment 1 Thence I derive 
My heart’s sole paradise, and my lips sweet game. 
Ye are the coral gates of Temple’s clarion, 
Whereout the Pythius preached divinity I 
Unto thy voice bequeatlaed the good Arion, 

His silvery lyre I Such Poean melody 
Thy voice, the organ pipe of angels quire 
Trebles 1 Yet, one kiss; and I’ll raise them higher I 


AMORETTI AND EPITHALAMION 

EDMUND SPENSER (1595). 

Sonnet. 

( 2 ,OMING to kiss Her lips (such grace I found). 
Me seemed, I smelt a garden of sweet flowers. 
That dainty colours from them threw, around, , 
For damsels fit to deck their lovers’ bowers. 

Her lips did smell like unto gilly flowers; 

Her rudd)'^ cheeks, like unto roses red; 

Her snowy brows, like budded bellamoures; 



Her lovely eyes, like pinks hut newly spread; 

Her aootiiy hosotn. like ;i strawherry heel: 

Her neck, like to a bunch of Columbines; 

Her breasts, like lilies, ere their leaves be shed; 
Her nipples, like younc; blossomed jessamines: 
Such fr.atrrant flowers tlo "ivo most odorous smell: 
But her sweet odour did them nil excel. 


LAUR.A 

Part I. 

R. TOFTE (1597). 

JF, Laura, thou dost turn 'ipainst me in hate; 

Then me, such kisses sweet why docs thou give ? 
Why chcck’st thou not the Checks which give thee 
mate ? 

The vital cause whereby I breathe and live? 
Perhaps it is, because through too much joy, 

As in sweet swound I might away depart: 

If so thou do, and think me so to 'noy; 

Kiss hardly! and with kissing, breed my smart! 
Content am I to lose this life of mine; 

Whilst I do kiss that lovely lip of thine. 


A SONNET UPON A STOLNE 
KISSE 

GEORGE WITHER (1667). 

KJOW gentle slcepc hath closed up those eyes, 

Wdiich waking kept my boldest thoughts in 
awe; 

And free accessc unto that sweet lip Hes, 

From whence I long the rosie breath to draw. 
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Me thinkes no wrong it were, if I should steale 
From those two melting rubies one poore kisse : 
'None sees the theft, that would the thiefe reveale. 
Nor rob I her of ought which she can misse : 

Nay should I tw^erity kisses take away. 

There would be little signe I had done so : 

Why then should I this robbery delay? 

Oh! she may wake, and therewith angry grow. 
Well, if she do, I’ll back restore that one. 

And twenty hundred thousand more for love. 

From the Miscellany a-p-pended to The Mistresse 
OF Philarete. 


From George Wither’s “ Fair Virtue.” 


ER dainty palm I gently prest 
And with her lip I play’d; 

My cheek upon her panting breast 
And on her neck I laid : 

And yet we had no sense of wanton lust, 
Nor did we then mistrust. 

With pleasant toil we breathless grew. 

And kiss’d in warmer blood; 

Upon her lips the honey-dew 
Like drops on roses stood : 

And on those flowers play’d I the busy bee, 
Whose sweets were such to me. 
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AN INCONSTANT MISTRESS 


Sir ROBERT AYTON (1638). 

I DO confess thou’rt smooth and fair, 

And I might have gone near to love thee; 
Had I not found the slightest prayer 
That lips could speak had power to move thee 
But I can let thee now alone, 

As worthy to be loved by none. 

I do confess thou’rt sweet, yet find 
Thee such an unthrift of thy sweets, 

Thy favours are but like the wind. 

Which kisses everything it meets. 

And since thou canst love more than one, 
Thou’rt worthy to be kissed by none. 

The morning rose that untouched stands. 
Armed with her briers, how sweet she smells! 
But plucked and strained through ruder hands, 
Her sweets no longer with her dwells; 

But scent and beauty both arc gone. 

And leaves fall from her one by one. 

Such fate erelong will thee betide. 

When thou hast handled been awhile, 

Like fair flowers to be thrown aside; 

And thou shalt sigh, when I shall smile, 

To see thy love to every one 

Hath brought thee to be loved by none. 
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CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE 

(1593)- ' 

From “ Doctor Faustus.” 

AS this the face that launched a thousand ships 
And burned the topless towers of Ilium? 
Sweet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss! 
Her lips suck forth my soul—see where it flies. 
Come, Helen, come, give me my soul again ; 
Here will I dwell, for heaven is in these lips. 
And all the dross that is not Helena. 

,T will be Paris, and for love of thee. 

Instead of Troy shall Wittenberg be sacked; 
And I will combat with weak- Menelaus, 

And wear thy colours on my plumed crest; 

Yea, I will wound Achilles in the heel. 

And then return to Helen for a kiss. 

Oh, thou art fairer than the evening air. 

Clad in the beauty of a thousand Stars! 

Brighter art thou than flaming Jupiter 
When he appeared to hapless Semele; 

More lovely than the monarch of the sky 
In wanton Arethusa’s azure arms; 

And none but thou shalt be my paramour. 


From 

ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 

(Act IV., Scene XIII.)— W 7 n. Shakespeare (1616). 

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying; only 

I here importune death awhile, until 
Of many thousand kisses the poor last 
I lay upon thy lips,— 
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Clco. I dare not, dear 

(Dear my Lord, pardon), I dare not. 

Lest I be taken; not tlie imperious show 
Of the full-fortunes Cajsar ever shall 
Be brooch’d with me; if knife, drugs, ser¬ 
pents, have 

Edge, sting, or operation, I am safe; 

Your wife Octavia, with her modest eyes. 
And still conclusion shall acquire no honour 
Demurring upon me. But come, come, 
Antony— 

Help me, my women,—we must draw thee 
up,— 

Assist, good friends. 

Alii. O quick, or I am gone. 

Clco. Here’s sport, indeed ! How heavy weighs 
my lord! 

Our strength is all gone into heaviness. 

That makes the weight: Had I great Juno’s 
power. 

The strong-wing’d Mercury should fetch 
thee up. 

And set thee by Jove’s side. Yet come a 
litde,— 

Wishers were ever fools:—O, come, come, 
come; {They draw Antony u-p) 

And welcome, welcome ! die where thou hast 
lived : 

Quicken with kissing; had my lips that power 
Thus would I wear them out. 
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From 

ROMEO AND JULIET 

(Act I., Scene V.)— Wm. Shakespeare. 

Romeo If I profane with my unworthy hand 

This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this; 
My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready 
stand 

To smooth that rough touch with a ten¬ 
der kiss. 

Juliet Good pilgrim, you do wrone your hand too 
much. 

Which mannerly devotion shows in this; 
For saints have hands that pilgrims’ hands 
do touch, 

And palm to palm is holy palmers’ kiss. 

Romeo Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too 1 

Juliet Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in 
prayer. 

Romeo O then, dear Saint, let lips do what hands 
do; 

They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to 
despair. 

Juliet Saints do not move, though grant for 
prayer’s sake. 

Romeo Then move not, while my prayers effect I 
take. 

Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is 
purged. {kissing her) 

Juliet Then have my lips the sin that they have 
took. 

Romeo Sin from my lips.? O trespass sweetly 
urged! 

Give ine my sin again. 
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O MISTRESS MINE 

From Twelfth Night (Act II. Scene III.) 

Q Mistress mine, where are you roaming.? 

O, stay and hear; your true love’s coming. 
That can sing both high and low : 

Trip no further, pretty sweeting; 
journeys end in lovers meeting 

Every wise man’s son do^ know. 

What is love.-' ’Tis not hereafter; 

Present mirth hath present laughter; 

What’s to come is still unsure: 

In delay there lies no plenty; 

Then come kiss me, sweet and twenty. 
Youth’s a stuff will not endure. 

TAKE, O TAKE 

WM. SHAKESPEARE & FLETCHER. 

'T'AKE, O take those lips away. 

That so sweetly were forsworn; 

And those eyes, the break of day. 

Lights that do mislead the morn; 

But my kisses bring again. 

Seals of love, though sealed in vain. 

Hide, O hide those hills of snow. 

Which thy frozen bosom bears. 

On whose tops the pinks that grow 
Are yet of those that April wears; 

But first set my poor heart free. 

Bound in those icy chains by thee. 

The first stanza from "Measure for Measure.’’ The 
second was added by Fletcher. 
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WHAT HARVEST 

THOMAS CAMPION. 

■^HAT harvest halfe so sweet is, 
As still to reape the kisses 
Growne ripe in sowing? 

And straight to be receiver 
Of that which thou art giver, 

Rich in bestowing ? 

Kisse then, my harvest Queene, 

F ull garners heaping; 

Kisses, ripest when th’are greene, 
Want only reaping. 

The Dove alone expresses 
Her fervencie in kisses, 

Of all most loving; 

A creature as offencelesse 
As those things that are senselesse 
And void of moving. 

Let us so love and kisse. 

Though all envie us; 

That which kinde, and harmless is. 
None can denie us. 
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TURNE BACKE YOU WANTON 
FLIER 

THOMAS CAMPION. 

"yURNE backe, you wanton flier 
And answere my desire. 

With mutuall greeting: 

Yet bende a little neerer. 

True beauty still shines cleerer 
In closer meeting. 

Hearts with hearts delighted, 

Should strive to be united; 

Either other’s armes with armes enchayning: 
Hearts with a thought, 

Rosie lips with a kisse still entertaining. 

What harvest halfe so sweete is 
As still to reape the kisses 
Grown ripe in sowing? 

And straight to be receiver 
Of that which thou art giver, 

Rich in bestowing? 

There’s no strickt obsendng 
Of times, or season’s changing; 

There is ever one fresh spring abiding. 

Then what we sow with our lips, 

Let us reape, love’s gaines dividing. 


MISTRIS, SINCE YOU SO MUCH 
DESIRE 

THOMAS CAMPION. 

lyriSTRIS, since you so much desire. 

To know the place of Cupid’s fire. 

In your faire shrine that flame doth rest, 



Yet never harbour’d in your brest, 

It hides not in your lips so sweete, 

Nor where the rose and lillies meete; 
But a little higher, but a little higher, 
There, there, O there lies Cupid’s lire. 

Even in those starrie pearcing eyes, 
There Cupid’s sacred fire lyes. 

Those eyes I strive not to enjoy, 

For they have power to destroy; 

Not woo I for a smile or kisse. 

So meanely triumphs not my blisse; 

But a little higher, but a little higher, 

I climbe to crowne my chaste desire. 

TO CELIA 

From “ The Forest.” 

BEN JOHNSON (1637). 

£)RINK to me only with thine eyes. 
And I will pledge with mine; 

Or leave a kiss but in the cup. 

And I’ll not look for wine. 

The thirst that from the soul doth rise. 
Doth ask a drink divine; 

But might I of Jove’s nectar sup, 

I would not change for thine. 

I sent thee late a rosy wreath. 

Not so much honouring thee, 

As giving it a hope that there 
It could not withered be. 

But thou thereon didst only breathe, 
And send’st it back to me; 

Since when, it grows, and smells, I swear. 
Not of itself, but thee. 
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THE KISS 

BEN JOHNSON. 

Erom Cynthia's Revels. 

Q that joy so soon should waste! 

Or so sweet a bliss 
As a kiss 

Might not for ever last! 

So sugared, so melting, so soft, so delicious. 
The dew that lies on roses 
When the morn herself discloses, 

Is not so precious. 

O, rather than I would it smother. 

Were I to taste such another. 

It should be my wishing. 

That I might die with kissing. 


TWO KISSES 

From John Cotgrave’s “ Wit's hiierpreter," 1655. 

QNCE and no more : so said my love 
When in my arms enchained 
She unto mine her lips did move 
And so my heart she gained. 

Thus done, she saith, “ Away I must 
For fear of being missed-. 

Your heart’s made over but in trust ”; 

And so again she kissed. 
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By ABRAHAM COWLEY (1667). 

J^IKE to the wealthy island thou shalt lie, 
And like the sea about it, I: 

Thou like fair Albion to the sailor’s sight. 
Spreading her beauteous bosom all in white; 
Like the kind ocean I will be. 

With loving arms ever clasping thee: 

But ril embrace thee gentlier far than so 
As their fresh banks soft rivers do; 

Nor shall thy proudest planet boast a power 
Of making my full love to ebb an hour; 

It never dry or low can prove 
Whilst my unwasted fountain feeds my love. 
Such heat and vigour shall our kisses bear 
As if like doves w’engender’d there: 

No bond nor rule my pleasures shall endure. 
In love there’s none too much an epicure. 
Nought shall my hands or lips control: 

I’ll kiss thee through. I’ll kiss thy very soul. 


THE VISION TO ELECTRA 

By ROBERT HERRICK (1674). 

J DREAMED we both were in a bed 
Of roses almost smothered ; 

The warmth and sweetness had me there 
Made lovingly familiar; 

But that I heard thy sweet breath say— 

“ Faults done by night will blush by day ”; 
I kissed thee panting, and I call 
Night to the record ! that was all. 

But, ah! if empty dreams so please. 

Love, give me more such nights as these. 
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ROBERT HERRICK. 


TO DIANAME 

(^IVE me one kisse, 
And no more; 

If so be, this, 

Makes you poore; 

To enrich you, 

I’ll restore 
For that one, two 
Thousand score. 


TO ELECTRA 

I dare not ask a kisse, 

I dare not beg a smile; 
Lest having that, or this, 

I might grow proud the while. 

No, no the utmost share 
Of my desire, shall be 
Only to kisse that airej_ 
rHat lately ki 5 sed~tHee. 


LOVE PALPABLE 

I prest my Julia’s lips, and in the kisse, 
Her Soule and Love were palpable in this. 



rober^t 'Herrick: 

TO SILVIA 


Pardon my trespass, Silvia, I confesse, 

My kisse out-went the bounds of Sharaefastnesse : 
None is discreet at all times; no, not Jove 
Himself, at one time, can be wise and love. 


A KISS 


What is a kiss ? Why this, as some approve, 
The sure sweet cement, glue, and lime of love. 


KISSES 


Give me the food that satisfies a guest; 
Kisses are but dry banquets to a feast. 


FROM THE 

KISSES OF JOANNES SECUNDUS 

Translated by Elijah Fenton (1731). 

Kiss III 

NE little kiss Sweet Maid! ” (I cry)— 

And round my Neck your Arms you twine, 
Your luscious Lips of crimson Dye 
With rapt’rous Haste encounter mine; 
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Then from my fond Embrace you Spring 
And snatch your balmy Mouth away; 

So from the Serpent’s vengeful Sting 
The Rustic starts in wild Dismay : 

Is this to grant the wish’d-for kiss ?— 

Ah! no my Love . . . ’tis but to fire 
The Bosom with a Transient Bliss, 
Enflaming unallay’d Desire. 


Kiss V 

"^Jij^HILE you, Neaera, close entwine 

In frequent Folds your Frame with mine 
And hanging o’er, to view confest. 

Your Neck, and gentl5'-heaving Breast; 

Down on my Shoulders soft decline. 

Your beauties more than half divine; 

With wand’ring Looks that o’er me rove. 

And fire the melting Soul with Love. 

While you, Nesera, fondly join 
Your little pouting Lips with mine; 

And frolic bite your am’rous Swain, 
Complaining soft if bit again; 

And sweetly-murm’ring pour along 
The trembling accents of your Tongue, 

Your Tongue! now here now there that strays. 
Now here now there delighted plays 
That now my humid kisses sips. 

Now wanton darts between my lips : 

And on my Bosom raptur’d lie; 

Venting the gently-whisper’d sigh, 

A sigh! that kindles warm Desires, 



And kindly fans Life’s drooping Fires, 

Soft as the Zephyr’s breezy Wing, 

And balmy as the Breath of Spring. 

While you. Sweet Nymph! with am’rous Play 
In kisses suck my Breath away; 

My Breath 1 with wasting Warmth replete. 
Parch’d by my Breasts contagious Heat; 

Till, breathing soft, you pour again 
Returning Life thro’ ev’ry Vein; 

And thus elude my passion’s Rage, 

Love’s burning Fever thus assuage. 

Sweet I as the cool refreshing gale. 

That blows when scorching Heats prevail. 

Then, more than blest, I fondly swear. 

No Pow’r can with Love’s Pow’r compare! 

" None in the starry Court of Jove 
“ Is greater than the God of Love I 
If any can yet greater be, 

“ Yes, my Ne(B 7 a \ yes, ’tis Thee \ ” 


Kiss XL 

^OME think my Kisses too luxurious told. 
Kisses! they say, not known to Sires of old 
Hence; when entranc’d on thy soft Neck I lie. 
Or o’er thy Lips in tender Transport die; 

Of thee, Dear Life 1 I ask, perpelx’d 'n vain. 
Why rigid. Cynics censure thus my Strain : 

But oh 1 thy Blandishments so rapt’rous prove. 
That ev’ry ravished sense is lost in Love; 

Not mortal then but half-divine I seem. 

Till all Elysium paints the blissful Dream. 
Nesera smil’d Disdain and instant threw 
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Around my Neck her Arm of fairest hue. 

Then kiss’d me fonder, more voluptuous far, 

Than Beauty’s Queen e’er kiss’d the God of War; 
“ What! (cries the Nymph) and shall my am’rous 
Bard 

“ Pedantic Wisdom’s stern Decree regard ? 

“ Thy Cause must be at my Tribunal tried, 

“ None but Nesera can the Point decide.” 


Kiss XIV. 

■yHOSE tempting Lips of scarlet glow, 
Why pout with fond, bewitching art? 
For to those Lips, Nesera! know 
My lips shall not one Kiss impart: 

Perhaps you’d have me greatly prize, 

Hard-hearted Fair I your precious Kiss : 
But learn, Proud Mortal \ I despise 
Such cold, such unimpassion’d Bliss : 

Think’St thou I calmly feel the Flame, 

That all my rending Bosom fires? 

And Patient bear, thro’ all my Frame, 

The Pangs of unallay’d Desires? 

Ah I no—but turn not thus aside 
Those tempting Lips of scarlet glow 1 
Nor yet avert, with angry Pride, 

Those eyes from whence such Rapture Glow! 

Forgive the past, Sweet-natur’d Maid ! 

My Kisses, Love ! are all thy own; 

Then let my lips o’er thine be laid. 

O’er thine! more soft than softest Down. 
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By JOHN WILMOT, 

Earl of Rochester (1680). 

I^Y dear mistress has a heart 

Soft as those kind looks she gave me, 
When, with love’s resistless art 
And her eyes, she did enslave me : 

But her constancy’s so weak. 

She’s so wild and apt to vrander, 

That my jealous heart would break 
■ Should we live one day asunder. 

Melting joys above her move. 

Killing pleasures, wounding blisses; 
She can dress her eyes in love. 

And her lips can warm with kisses, 
Angels listen when she speaks; 

She’s my delight, all mankind’s wonder. 
But my jealous heart would break 
Should we live one day asunder. 


CREAM AND STRAWBERRIES 

\ 

By Sir CHARLES SEDLEY (1701). 

gMOOTH was the water, calm the air. 

The evening sun deprest; 

Lawyers dismissed the noisy bar. 

The labourer at rest. 

When Strephon with his charming fair 
Crossed the proud river Thames 
And to a garden did repair 

To quench their mutual flames. 
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The crafty waiter soon espied 
Youth sparkling in her eyes; 

He brought no ham nor neat-tongues dried, 
But cream and strawberries. 

The amorous Strephdn asked the maid 
What’s whiter than this cream? 

She blushed and could not tell, she said : 

Thy teeth, my pretty lamb. 

“ What’s redder than these berries are ? ” 

“ I know not,” she replied : 

“ Those lips, which I’ll no longer spare,” 

The burning shepherd cried. 

And straight began to hug her. 

" This kiss, my dear, 

Is sweeter far 

Than strawberries, cream and sugar.” 

“COME, CHLOE, AND GIVE ME 
SWEET KISSES” 

CHARLES HANBURY WILLIAMS (1759). 

(^OME, Chloe, and give me sweet kisses. 

For sweeter sure never girl gave; 

But why in the midst of my blisses. 

Do you ask me how many I’d have? 

I'm not to be stinted in pleasure. 

Then, prithee, my charmer, be kind. 

For whilst I love thee above measure. 

To numbers I’ll ne’er be confined. 
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Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the flowers that enamel its fields, 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are straying. 
Or the grain that rich Sicily yields, 

Go number the stars in the heaven. 

Count how many sands on the shore. 

When so many kisses you’ve given, 

I still shall be craving for more. 

To a heart full of love, let me hold thee. 

To a heart that, dear Chloe, is thine; 

In my arms I’ll for ever enfold thee. 

And twist round thy limbs like a vine, 

What joy can be greater than this is ? 

My life on thy lips shall be spent! 

But the wretch that can number his kisses, 
With few will be ever content. 


JENNY KISS’D ME 

LEIGH HUNT (1859). 

JENNY kiss’d me when we met, 

J umping from the chair she sat in; 
Time, you thief, who love to get 
Sweets into your list, put that in! 

Say I’m weary, say I’m sad. 

Say that health and wealth have miss’d me, 
Say I’m growing old, but add, 

Jenny kiss’d me. 
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A RIDDLE 

WILLIAM COWPER (1800). 

AM just two and two, I am warm, I am cold, 

And the parents of numbers that cannot be told, 
am lawful, unlawful—a duty, a fault— 

L am often sold dear, good for nothing when bought; 
\xi extraordinary boon, and a matter of course, 

'^nd yielded with pleasure when taken by force. 


TO A KISS 

JOHN WOLCOT (1819). 

^OFT child of love, thou balmy bliss 
Inform me, O delicious kiss, 

Why thou so suddenly art gone 
Lost in the moment thou art won ? 

Yet go ! For wherefore should I sigh? 
On Delia’s lips, with raptured eye, 

On Delia’s blushing lips I see 
A thousand full as sweet as thee. 


EPIGRAM 

THOMAS MOORE (i8]^2) 

I never give a kiss (says Prue) 

“To naughty man, for I abhor it.” 

She will not give a kiss, ’tis true; 

She’ll iakc one though, and thank you for it. 
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THE SALE OF LOVES 

THOMAS MOORE. 

J DREAMT that, in the Paphian groves, 
My nets by moonlight laying, 

I caught a flight of wanton Loves, 

Among the rose-beds playing. 

Some just had left their silvery shell 
While some were full in feather; 

So pretty a lot of Loves to sell, 

Were never yet strung together. 

Come, buy my Loves, 

Come, buy my Loves, 

Ye dames and rose-lipp’d misses ! 

They’re new and bright. 

The cost is light. 

For the coin of this isle is kisses. 

First Chloris came with looks sedate. 

The coin on her lips was ready; 

“ I buy,” quoth she, “ my Love by weight 
Full grown, if you please, and steady.” 

“ Let mine be light,” said Fanny, “ pray— 
Such lasting' toys undo one; 

A light little Love that will last to-day, 
To-morrow I’ll sport a new one! ” 

Come, buy my Loves, 

Come, buy my Loves, 

Ye dames and rose-lipp’d misses! 

There’s some will keep, 

Some light and cheap. 

At from ten to twenty kisses. 
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The learned Prue took a pert j'oung thing, 

To divert her virgin Muse with, 

And pluck sometimes a quill from his wing. 
To indite her billet-doux with. 

Poor Chloe would give for a well-fledg’d pair 
Her only eye, if you’d ask it; 

And Tabitha begg’d, old toothless fair. 

For the j'oungest Love in the basket— 

Come, buy my Loves, 

Come, buy my Loves, 

Ye dames and rose-lipp’d misses! 

There’s some will keep. 

Some light and cheap. 

At from ten to twenty kisses. 

But one was left, when Susan came. 

One worth them altogether; 

At sight of her dear looks of shame, 

He smiled, and pruned his feather. 

She wish’d the boy—’twas more than whim,— 
Her looks, her sighs betray’d it; 

But kisses were not enough for him, 

I ask’d for a heart, and she paid it I 
Good-bye my Loves, 

Good-bye, my Loves, 

’Twould make you smile to’ve seen us 
First trade for this 
Sweet child of bliss. 

And then nurse the boy between us. 
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' THE KISS 


THOMAS MOORE. 

(^ROW to my lip, thou sacred kiss. 

On which my soul’s beloved swore 
That there should come a time of bliss, 

When she would mock my hopes no more. 
And fancy shall thy glow renew, 

In sighs at morn, and dreams at night. 

And none shall steal thy holy dew 
’Till thou’rt absolv’d by rapture’s rite. 

Sweet hours that are to make me blest, 

Fly, swift as breezes, to the goal. 

And let my love, my more than soul. 

Come blushing to this ardent breast. 

Then, while in every glance I drink 
The rich o’erflowings of her mind. 

Oh ! let her all enamour’d sink 
In sweet abandonment resign’d. 

Blushing for all our struggles past, 

And murmuring, “ I am thine at last.” 

THE FIRST KISS OF LOVE 

LORD BYRON (1844). 

^WAY with your fictions of flimsy romance. 
Those tissues of falsehood which folly has 
wove! 

Give me the wild beam of the soul-breathing glance 
Or the rapture which dwells in the first kiss of love. 
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Ye rhymers, whose bosoms with phantasy glow, 
Whose pastoral passions are made for the grove; 
From what blest dnspiration your sonnets would 
flow. 

Could you ever have tasted the first kiss of love ! 

If Apollo should e’er his assistance refuse. 

Or the Nine be disposed from your service to rove. 
Invoke them no more, bid adieu to the muse. 

And try the effect of the first kiss of love. 

I hate yoii, ye cold compositions of art! 

Though prudes may condemn me, and bigots 
reprove, 

I court the effusions that spring from the heart. 
Which throbs with delight to the first kiss of love. 

Your shepherds, your flocks, those fantastical 
themes. 

Perhaps may amuse, yet they never can move : 
Arcadia displays but a region of dreams; 

What are visions like these to the first kiss of love.? 

Oh I cease to affirm that man since his birth. 

From Adam till now, has with wretchedness strove; 
Some portion of Paradise still is on earth, 

And Eden revives in the first kiss of love. 

When age chills the blood, when our pleasures are 
past— 

For years fleet away with the wings of the dove— 
The dearest remembrance will still be the last. 
Our sweetest memorial the first kiss of love. 
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LORD BYRON. 

From Don Juan.” 

A long, long kiss, a kiss of youth and love 
And beauty, all concentrating like rays 
Into one focus, kindled from above; 

Such kisses as belong to early days. 

Where heart, and soul, and sense, in concert move. 
And the blood’s lava, and the pulse a blaze 
Each kiss a heart-quake,—for a kiss’s strength, 

I think, it must be reckon’d by its length. 


LOVE’S PHILOSOPHY 

PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY (1822). 

■yHE fountains mingle with the river. 
And the rivers with the ocean, 

The winds of heaven mix for ever 
With a sweet emotion; 

Nothing in the world is single; 

All things by a law divine 
In one another’s being mingle : 

Why not I with thine.? 

See the mountain’s kiss high heaven. 

And the waves clasp one another; 

No sister flower would be forgiven 
If it disdained its brother; 

And the sunlight clasps the earth. 

And the moonbeams kiss the sea; 

What are all these kissings worth. 

If thou kiss not me.? 
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THE INDIAN SERENADE 

PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. 

J ARISE from dreams of thee 
In the first sleep of night. 
When the winds are breathing low, 
And the stars are shining bright: 

I arise from dreams of thee, 

And a spirit in my feet 
Hath led me—who knows how.'’ 

To thy chamber window, Sweet! 

The wandering airs they faint 
On the dark, the silent stream— 
And the Champak’s odours fail 
Like sweet thoughts in a dream; 
The nightingale’s complaint. 

It dies upon her heart,— 

, As I must on thine, 

O I beloved as thou art I 

O lift me from the grass! 

I die I I faint I I fail! 

Let thy love in kisses rain 
On my lips and eyelids pale. 

My cheek is cold and white, alas 1 
My heart beats loud and fast;— 

Oh I press it close to mine again. 
Where it will break at last. 


41 



I FEAR THY KISSES ^’GENTLE 
MAIDEN 

PERCY BYSSHE' SHELLEY. 

I F EAR thy kisses, gentle maiden : 

Thou needest not fear mine : 

My spirit is too deeply laden 
Ever to burthen thine. 

1 fear thy mien, thy tones, thy motion ; 

Thou needest not fear mine; 

Innocent is the heart’s devotion 

With which I worship thine. 

SUMMUM BONUM 

ROBERT BROWNING (1889). 

^LL the breath and the bloom of the year in the 
bag of one bee: 

All the wonder and wealth of the mine in the heart 
of one gem; 

In the core of one pearl all the shade and the shine 
of the sea: 

Breath and bloom, shade and shine—^wonder, 
wealth and—^how far above them-^ 

Truth that’s brighter than gem, 

Trust, that’s purer than pearl,— 

Brightest truth, purest’ trust in the universe—all 
were for me 
In the kiss of one girl. 
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IN A GONDOLA 

ROBERT BROWNING (1889). 

"pHE moth’s kiss, first! 

Kiss me as if you made believe 
You were not sure, this eve. 

How my face, your flower, had pursed 
Its petals up; so, here and there 
You brush it, till I grow aware - 
Who wants me, and wide ope I burst. 

The bee’s kiss, now! 

Kiss me as if you entered gay 
My heart at some noonday, 

A bud that dares not disallow 
The claim, so all is render’d up, 

And passively its shatter’d cup 
Over your head to sleep I bow. 


THE FIRST KISS 

THEODORE WATTS-DUNTON (1914). 

only in dreams may man be fully blest. 

Is heaven a dream? Is she I clasped a dream? 
Or stood she here even now where dewdrops gleam 
And miles of furze shine golden down the West? 
I seem to clasp her still—still on my breast 
Her bosom beats,—I see the blue eyes beam;— 

I think she kissed these lips, for now they seem 
Scarce mine ; so hallowed of the lips they pressed! 
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Yon thicket’s breath—can that be eglantine? 
Those birds—can they be morning’s choristers r 
Can this be earth? Can these be banks of furze? 
Like burning bushes fired of God they shine! 

J seem to know them, though this body of mine 
Passed into spirit at the touch of hers ! 


PHILLIS AND CORYDON 

ARTHUR COLTON. 

p HILLIS took a red rose from the tangles of 
her hair,— 

Time, the Golden Age; the place, Arcadia, Any¬ 
where,— 

Phillis laughed, the saucy jade : “ Sir Shepherd, 
wilt have this. 

Or, bashful god of skipping lambs and oaten reeds ! 
■—“a kiss”? 

Bethink thee, gentle Corydon! A rose lasts all 
night long, 

A kiss but slips from off your lips like a thrush’s 
evening song. 

A kiss that goes, where no one knows! A rose, a 
crimson rose! 

Corydon made his choice and took—Well, which 
do you suppose? 
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THE KISS 

DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI (1882). 

t 

^^HAT smouldering senses in death’s sick delay 
Or seizure of malign vicissitude 
Can rob this body of honour, or denude 
This soul of wedding raiment worn to-day? 

For lo! even now my Lady’s lips did play 
With these my lips such consonant interlude 
As laurelled Orpheus longed for when he wooed 
The half-drawn hungering face with that last lay. 

I was a child beneath her touch,—a man 
When breast to breast we clung, even I and she,— 
A spirit when her spirit looked through me,— 

A god when all our life-breath met to fan 
Our life-blood, till love’s emulous ardours ran. 
Fire within fire, desire in deity. 


MID-RAPTURE 

DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI. 

■yHOU lovely and beloved, thou my love; 

Whose kiss seems still the first; whose sum¬ 
moning eyes. 

Even now, as for our love-world’s new sunrise. 
Shed very dawn; whose voice, attuned above 
All modulation of the deep-bowered dove. 

Is like a hand laid softly on the soul; 

Whose hand is like a sweet voice to control 
Those worn tired brows it hath the keeping of:— 
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What word can answer to thy word—what gaze 
To thine, which now absorbs within its sphere 
face, till I am mirrored there 
Tight-circled in a heaven of deep-drawn rays? 
What clasp, what kiss mine inmost heart can prove, 
O lovely and beloved, O my love? 


nuptial sleep 

DANTE GABRIEL ROSETTI. 

AT length their long kiss severed, with sweet 
smart; 

And as the last slow sudden drops are shed 
rrom sparkling eaves when all the storm has fled, 
^ the pulses of each heart, 

heir bosoms sundered, with the opening start 
Ui married flowers to either side outspread 
r rom the knit stem; yet still their mouths, burnt red 
r awned on each other where they lay apart. 

■bleep sank them lower than the tide of dreams, 

„ 1 dreams watched them sink, and slid away, 

blowly their souls swam up again, through gleams 
light and dull drowned waifs of day; 
i ill from some wonder of new woods and streams 
xle woke, and wondered more, for there she lay. 


WILLOW-WOOD 

DANTE GABRIEL ROSETTI. 

J SIT with Love upon a woodside well. 
Leaning across the water, I and he; 

■N or ever did he speak not looked at me, 

Tut touched his lute wherein was audible 
1 he certain secret thing he had to tell: 
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Only our mirrored eyes met silently 
In the low wave; and that sound came to be 
The passionate voice I knew; and my tears fell. 
And at this fall, his eyes beneath grew hers; 

And with his foot and with his wing-feathers 
He swept the spring that watered my heart’s drouth. 
Then the dark ripples spread to waving hair, 

And as I stooped, her own lips rising there 
Bubbled with brimming kisses at mv mouth. 


SONG 

JOAQUIN MILLER (1913). 

■y’HERE is many a love in the land, my love. 
But never a love like this is; 

Then kill me dead with your love my love. 
And cover me up with kisses. 

So kill me dead and cover me deep 
Where never a soul discovers; 

Deep in your heart to sleep, to sleep. 

In the darlingest tomb of lovers. 

THE KISS 

SARA TEASDALE. 

DEFORE you kissed me only the wind of heaven 
Had kissed me and the tenderness of rain— 
Now you have come, how can I care for kisses 
Like theirs again? 

I sought the sea, she sent her winds to meet me, 
They surged about me singing of the south— 

I turned away to keep still holy 
Your kiss upon my mouth. 
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And swift sweet rains of shining April weather 
Found not my lips where living kisses are; 

I bowed my head lest they put out my glory 
As rain puts out a star. , 

I am my love’s, and he is mine forever, 

Sealed with a seal and safe for evermore— 
Think you that I could let a beggar enter 
Where a king stood before ? 


THE LOOK 

SARA TEASDALE. 

^TREPHON kissed me in the spring 
Robin in the fall. 

But Colin only looked at me 
And never kissed at all. 

Strephon’s kiss was lost in jest, 

Robin’s lost in play. 

But the kiss in Colin’s eyes 
Haunts me night and day. 

NON SUM QUALIS ERAM BONAE 

SUB REGNO CYNARAE 

ERNEST DOWSON (1897). 

£^AST night, ah, yesternight, betwixt her lips 
■ and mine 

There fell thy shadow, Cynara ! thy breath was shed. 
Upon my soul between the kisses and the wine; 
And I was desolate and sick of an old passion. 

Yea, I was desolate and bow’d my head : 

I have been faithful to thee, Cynara ! in my fashion. 
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All night upon mine heart I felt her warm heart 
beat, 

Night-long within my arms in love and sleep she 
, lay; 

Surely the kisses of her bought red mouth were 
sweet; 

But I was desolate and sick of an old passion, 
When I awoke and found the dawn was gray : 

I have been faithful to thee, Cynara! in my fashion. 

I have forgot much, Cynara! gone with the wind. 
Flung roses, roses, riotously with the throng. 
Dancing, to put thy pale lost lilies out of mind; 

But I was desolate and sick of an old passion, 

Yea, all the time, because the dance was long : 

I have been faithful to thee, Cynara ! in my fashion. 

I cried for madder music and for stronger wine. 
But when the feast is finish’d and the lamps expire, 
Then falls thy shadow, Cynara! the night is thine; 
And I am desolate and sick of an old passion, 

Yea, hungry for the lips of my desire: 

I have been faithful to thee, Cynara! in my fashion. 


A WHITE ROSE 

JOHN BOYLE O’REILLY (1890). 

■yHE red rose whispers of passion. 
And the white rose breathes of love; 
O, the red rose is a falcon 
And the white rose is a dove. 

But I send you a cream-white rosebud 
With a flush on its petal tips; 

For the love that is purest and sweetest 
Has a kiss of desire on the lips. 
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HERO TO LEANDER 

ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON (1892). 


Q H go not yet, my love; 

The night is dark and vast; 

The white moon is hid in her heaven above. 

And the waves climb high and fast. 

Oh! Kiss me, kiss me, once again, 

Lest thy kiss should be the last. 

Oh kiss me ere we part; 

Grow closer to my heart 

My heart is warmer surely than the bosom of the 
main. 

Oh joy ! O bliss of blisses ! 

My heart of hearts are thou. 

Come bathe me with thy kisses, 

My eyelids and my brow. 

Hark how the wild rain hisses 
And the loud sea roars below. 

Thy heart beats through thy rosy limbs, 

So gladly does it stir; 

Thine eye in drops of gladness swims. 

I have bathed thee with the pleasant myrrh; 

Thy locks are dripping balm: 

Thou shalt not wander hence to-night. 

I’ll stay thee with my kisses, 

To-night the roaring brine 

Will rend thy golden tresses; 

The ocean with the morrow light 
Will be both blue and calm; 

And the billow will embrace thee with a kiss as soft 
as mine. 
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SONNET 

(1833)- 

ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON. 


Q BEAUTY, passing beauty! sweetest Sweet! 
How can’st thou let me waste my youth in 
sighs 

I only ask to sit beside thy feet. 

Thou knowest I dare not look into thine eyes, 
Might I but kiss thy hand ! I dare not fold 
My arms about thee—^scarcely dare to speak. 

And nothing seems to me so wild and bold, 

As with one kiss to touch thy blessed cheek. 
Methinks if I should kiss thee, no control 
Within the thrilling brain could keep afloat 
The subtle spirit. Even while I spoke, 

The bare word kiss hath made my inner soul 
To tremble like a lute string, ere the note 
Hath melted in the silence that it broke. 


THE KISS 

COVENTRY PATMORE (1896). 

I saw you take his kiss! "’Tis true.” 

“ O modesty! ” “ ’Twas strictly kept: 

He thought me asleep—at least, I knew 
He thought I thought he thought I slept.” 



KISSING’S NO SIN 

(Unknown.) 

^OME say that hissing’s a sin; 

But I think it’s nane ava, 

For kissing has wonn’d in this warld 
Since ever that there was twa. 

O, if it wasna lawfu’ 

Lawyers wadna allow it; 

If it wasna holy, 

Ministers wadna do it. 

If it wasna modest, 

Maidens wadna tak’ it; 

If it wasna plenty, 

Puir folk wadna get it. 


SONNET XXXVIII 

ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING (i86i) 

piRST time he kissed me, he but only kissed 
The fingers of this hand wherewith I write; 

And ever since, it grew more clean and white. 

Slow to world-greetings, quick with its “ Oh list,” 
When the angels speak. A ring of amethyst 
1 could not wear here, plainer to my sight. 

Than that first kiss. The second passed in height 
The first, and sought the forehead, and half missed, 
Half falling on the hair. O beyond meed! 

That was the 'chrism of love, which love’s own' 
crown 
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With spctifying- sweetness, did precede. 

The third upon my lips was folded down 
In perfect, purple state; since, when indeed, 

I have been proud, and said, “ My love, my own! ” 


TRISTRAM OF LYONESSE 

ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE 
(1909) 

(The Queen’s Pleasance). 

So they lay 

Tranced once, nor watched along the fiery bay 
The shine of summer darkness palpitate and play. 
She had nor sight nor voice; her swooning eyes 
Knew not if night or light were in the skies; 
Across her beauty sheer the moondawn shed 
Its light as on a thing as white and dead; 

Only with stress of soft fierce hands she prest 
Between tire throbbing blossoms of her breast 
His ardent face, and through his hair her breath 
Went quivering as when life is hard on death; 
And witli strong trembling fingers she strained fast 
His head into her bosom: till at last. 

Satiate with sweetness of that burning bed, 

His eyes afire with tears, he raised his head 
And laughed into her lips; and all his heart 
Filled hers; then face from face fell, and apart 
Each hung on each with panting lips, and felt 
Sense into sense and spirit in spirit melt. 

fli: * S: # 

Here he caught up her lips with his, and made 
The wild prayer silent in her heart that prayed, 
And strained her to him till her faint breath sank 
And her bright limbs palpitated and shrank 



And rose and fluctuated as flowers in rain 
That bends them and they tremble and rise again 
And heave and straighten and quiver all through 
with bliss, 

And turn afresh their mouths up for a kiss, 
Amorous, athirst of that sweet influent love; 

So, hungering towards his hovering lips above. 

Her red-rose mouth yearned silent, and her eyes 
Closed, and flashed after, as through June’s darkest 
skies 

The divine heart-beats of the deep live light ' 
Make open and shut, the gates of the outer night. 


TRISTRAM OF LYONESSE 
ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE. 
The Sailing of the Swallow. 

^ND with light lips yet full of their swift smile, 
And hands that wist not though they dug a 
grave. 

Undid the hasps of gold, and drank, and gave. 
And he drank after, a deep glad kingly draught: 
And all their life changed in them, for they quaffed 
Death; if it be death so to drink, and fare 
As men who change and are what these twain were. 
And shuddering with eyes full of fear and fire 
And heart-stung with a serpentine desire 
He turned and saw the terror in her eyes ’ 

That yearned upon him shining in such wise 
As a star midway in the midnight fixed. 

Their Galahault was the cup, and she that mixed; 
Nor other hand there needed, nor sweet speech 


54 



To lure their lips together; each on each 
Hung with strange eyes and hovered as a bird 
Wounded, and each mouth trembled for a word; 
Their heads neared, and their hands were drawn in 
one, 

And they saw dark, though still the unsunken sun ^ 
Far through fine rain shot fire into he south; 

And their four lips became one burning mouth. 


LOVE AND SLEEP 

ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE. 

JOYING asleep between the strokes of night 
I saw my love lean over my sad bed. 

Pale as the duskiest lily’s leaf or head. 
Smooth-skinned and dark, with bare throat made 
to bite. 

Too wan for blushing and too warm for white. 
But perfect-coloured without white or red. 

And her lips opened amorously, and said— 

I wist not what, saving one \vord—Delight. 

And all her face was honey to my mouth. 

And all her body pasture to mine eyes; 

The long lithe arms and hotter hands than fire, 
The quivering flanks, hair smelling of the south, 
The bright light feet, the splendid supple thighs. 
And glittering eyelids of my soul’s desire. 



From 

THE LEPER 

ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE. 

E that had held her by the hair, 

With kissing lips blinding her eyes, 
Felt her bright bosom, strained and bare, 
Sigh under him, wth short mad cries. 

Out of her throat and sobbing mouth 
And body broken up with love, 

With sweet hot tears his lips were loth 
Her own should taste the savour of. 

Yea, he inside whose grasp all night 
Her fervent body leapt or lay 
Stained with sharp kisses red and white, 
Found her a plague to spurn away. 


RONDEL 

ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE. 

J^ISSING her hair, I sat against her feet, 

Wove and unwove it, wound and found it 
sweet; 

Made fast therewith her hands, drew down her eyes. 
Deep as deep flowers and dreamy like dim skies; 
With her own tresses bound and found her fair. 
Kissing her hair. 

Sleep were no sweeter than her face to me 
Sleep of cold sea-bloom under the cold sea; 
What pain could get between my face and hers ? 
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What new sweet thing would love not relish worse? 
Unless, perhaps, white death had kissed me there, 
Kissing her hair. 

From 

“FRAGOLETTA” 

ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE. 

sweet, the maiden’s mouth is cold 
Her breast-blossoms are simply red. 

Her hair mere brown or gold, 

Fold over simple fold. 

Binding her head. 

Thy mouth is made of fire and wine 
Thy barren bosom takes my kiss 
And turns my soul to thine 
And turns thy lip to mine, 

And mine it is. 

Thou hast a serpent in thine hair, 

In all the curls that close and cling; 

And ah, thy breast-flower! 

Ah love, thy mouth too fair 
To kiss and sting! 

Cleave to me, love me, kiss mine e3'^es. 

Satiate thy lips with loving me; 

Naj', for thou shalt not rise; 

Lie still as love that dies 
For love of thee. 

Mine arms are close about thine head 
My lips are fervent on thy face. 

And where my kiss hath fed 
Thy flower-like blood leaps red 
To the kissed place. 



From 

“LAUS VENERIS” 

ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE. 

broken little laugh that spoils a kiss, 

r\c 1,1- of purple pulses, and the bliss 

Ui blinded eyelids that expand again 
Love draws them open with those lips of his. 

Lips that cling hard till the kissed face has grown 
Uf one same fire and colour with their own; 

■anf^ sleep, appeased with sacrifice. 

Where his lips wounded, there his lips atone. 


From 

the story of bhanavar the 

BEAUTIFUL 

GEORGE MEREDITH (1909). 

I thought not to love again! 

But now I love as I loved not before; 

1 love not: I adore : 

O my beloved, kiss, kiss me! waste thy kisses like 
a rain. 

Are not thy red lips fain.? 

Oh, and so softly they greet! 

Am I not sweet? 

Sweet must I be for thee or sweet in vain: 
t he lamp and censers sink, but cannot cheat 
hese eyes of thine that shoot above 
t rembling lustres of the dove I 



A darkness drowns all lustres; still I see 
Thee, my love, thee! 

Thee, my glo^ of gold, from head to feet! 

Oh, how the lids of the world close quite when our 
lips meetl 


WILLIAM ERNEST HENLEY (1903). 

'Y'HE nightingale has a lyre of gold, 

The lark’s is a clarion call. 

And the blackbird plays but a boxwood flute. 
Blit I love him best of all. 

For his song is all of the joy of life. 

And we in the mad spring weather, 

We too have listened till he sang 
Our hearts and lips together. 


SONG 

IVAR CAMPBELL. 
(Killed in the Great War.) 

'T'HAN the love-light in her eyes, 
Not the azure April skies 
From the morn until the morrow 
Change more oft from joy to sorrow. 

As the music of her speech, 

Not the most melodious reach 
Of pebbled river rippling by, 

Sings so soft a melody. 



As the haven of her lips, 

Not the wing’d bees’ amorous sips 
In some honey-hearted prize 
Know so sweet a Paradise. 


LOVE’S RECOGNITION 

IVAR CAMPBELL. 


eyes a mirror; in them 


(^ONCEIVE mine 
gleaming 

Behold a picture of thine outward view— 
oveher fancy than young poet’s dreaming, 
ore splendid than the morn’s resplendent hue! 
bo canst thou see thy pattern in mine eyes, 

A j i. peruse thy deep soul’s thought, 

n y reflection read love’s mysteries 
i he magic of whose speech thy lips I taught. 


n when we hail love’s recognition thus, 
yes close to eyes, the passionate lips must meet 
n join in hushed communion marvellous, 
no soul speed forth companion soul to greet, 
o shall we wander through new realms of bliss, 
iwo beating hearts made single by that kiss. 
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VANITAS VANITATUM 

IVAR CAMPBELL. 

J^OVE and life are jesting things, 
Frivolities. 

Vanity the prophet sings, 

Vanity of Vanities. 

When a maiden prays to see 
On the morrow some dear lover. 

Does she say, His lifs will be 
(Lips that hover 
On her lips as tenderly 
As a bee on honeyed clover) 

Some day old and lacking flavour, 
Some day careless of my favour} 

Love and life ate jesting things. 
Frivolities. 

Vanity, the prophet sings. 

Vanity of vanities. 

When a dreaming lover dips 
In rose and attar musing fingers. 
Does he say. My lady's lifs 
(As he lingers 

And each withered petal slips 
Idly through his idle fingers) 

Some day will become like this. 

Some day be too old to kiss} 

Love and life are jesting things, 
Frivolities. 

Vanity, the prophet sings, 

Vanity of vanities. 
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HER GARDEN 

HENRY SIMPSON. 

J-JER garden is a haunted place 
Of roses and despair, 

I wonder they should grow so bright 
And she should be so fair. 

My hand may pluck the roses, 

I may kiss their tinted lips, 

But she, the fairest blossom, 

I may only kiss the tips 
Of just her perfumed fingers, 

Her lips I must not dare. 

Her garden is a haunted place, 

Of roses and despair. 

SPONSA SPIRITI 

HENRY SIMPSON. 

(^OME to me in the silver mists 
When birds at evening call. 

When stars creep out, and children sleep. 
And rest broods over all. 

Come to me then in shimmering veil 
Of dreams that softly fall. 

Come to me at the matin hour 
When steaming rivers glide 
Under the rosy arch of dawn. 

And, from his temple wide. 

The Sun leaps forth to woo the world. 
Come to me. Heavenly Bride. 

On scented winds of whispering calm 
That breathe infinity. 

Come to me, proud wraith of joy, 

Across love’s mystic sea, 

With lips of rapture ringed with fire 
And kiss of ecstasy. 
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BALLAD OF LOSS 

EDMUND JOHN (1917). 

Q BROKEN Song! O lips swift-kissed by tears 
And mouth more sorrowful than love ; 

O broken forest-song my heart still hears 
Among the boughs above! 

Let me dream here alone with these dead leaves 
And with the bracken, sere and brown; 

Alone, where the gold Autumn sunset waves 
Around this pool, a crown. 

Stained lilies that have dreamed themselves to death 
Lie slain against the reed-grown rim. 

Pale with the memory of the summer’s breath. 
And music, far and dim. 

This still, sad wood shall see the Spring again. 
After the Winter’s dreariness. 

Though every June will come to me in vain, 

And die in weariness. 

If I had kissed your hair, or held, hard-prest. 

Your hands against my hot closed eyes. 

Should I have known this pain, this vague unrest, 
These sounds of endless cries? 

Your lips have never touched my own, although 
Their sorrow lies upon my mouth, 

Sweet, like a boy’s voice singing very low 
At evening in the South. 

For all the wild tears that had ended this 
I had been seeking over-long. 

And they were in your eyes—a dying kiss— 

Alas, O broken Song! 

(From T/ie FUite of Sardonyx.) 
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“ PASSIONAL ” 

From The Fhiie of Sardonyx. 
EDMUND JOHN. 

■^^HAT does it matter though you shall forget? 

Leave it: I hold your warm slim body yet, 
Heart against mine, so that your fragrant breath 
Falls on my lips, chanting a marvellous song 
Most strange and beautiful, though overlong 
For one whose heart shall throb itself to death. 

I know your lips shall kindle other flames. 

Your dawn-lit voice shall whisper distant names; 
You, with the kissed hands of Love’s acolyte. 
The perfume of the night in your wild hair. 

Like sad strange incense, like a pagan prayer. . . 
I care not, since I hold you here to-night. 


Harder, press harder with your scarlet mouth. 
That your kiss sear me with the flaming South, 
That your frail unstained youth like pain of June 
Crush my strong soul your soul’s enchantment grips. 
Cling to ray mouth with your young curved Greek 
lips. 

Cling closer till the blood come and life swoon- . • 

God, hold the pallid dawn that thou wouldst send 
With slow grey fingers that shall spell the end. 
When -I must leave my soul and you—ah, sweet! 
Let me weep here a moment, let me kneel, 

And give you tears for Love’s, for Sorrow’s seal. 
And bow my head, and kiss your sad young feet. 
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Yes, close your eyes, lie still ... as death . . . 
My lips hold yet the memory of your breath . . . 
The feverish yellow moon is on the wane; 

Closer it comes, silent and mad, and vast. 

With blackness round and dead shapes stealing 
past. 

And splashed with one wild blood-red line of pain. 


POEME EROTIQUE 

EDMUND JOHN. 

STREAK of silver through a purple pall, 

As lilies’ perfume near the end of day, 

As Winter coming at the close of May 
It was—and as the stars that fall. 

Deep violets blue, blue—green and grey, 

Like stars, and as the colours of the sea 
—Your eyes; and your lips seemed to me 
As rose-red blossoms on a summer’s day. 

A glow of gold, warm gold bcneatli your skin, 
Shone deep as if the flame within your eyes ^ 
Had kissed your flesh : Love’s laughter and Love s 
cries 

Have sunk beneath the music of our sin. 


Love’s waward wings arc folded; but his mouth 
That kissed my heart into a flaming fire. 

Has long since burned to ashes my desire 
And left it but as sorrow from the South. 



Had we not met again I still would love 
You—whom I know no more. And at your name 
My heart had waked and answered you the same 
—wild bird singing to his mate above. 

Three years we were apart—three years are long 
And ali the time I felt your lips on mine, 

Your eyes filled mine with tears, my blood was wine, 
—^And now, but Silence sorrowing after Song. 

Below the depths, high heart, your head is low. 
And all the gleaming pageant of the morn 
Has died through scarlet into eve forlorn. 

And all the drooping leaves are chanting slow. 

I knew within my heart that if we two 
Should meet again, our wild sweet dream would 
fade 

In pain, as Autumn blossoms in the shade, 

All pale and sad—as white and wan as you. 

Your lips have lost their scarlet—^would they yet 
Fling flames quivering fire across my own.? 

And would the youth of our lithe limbs have grown 
Less madly sweet—had we not once more met? 

For my Desire, for Love and Song and Pain, 

Now hid beneath dead rose-leaves of regret, 

I would walk joyous in the Devil’s Net, 

And welcome death and hell—for you again. 

In those three years you seem to have grown old. 
Sad lines are round your mouth—^you never smiled 
Last night. So young you were —a wayward child 
Three years ago, before the tale was toTd. 
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Only last night, your eyes still seemed to me 
As they had been. I dared not look again 
—But once ; for now mute sorrow, blood and pain 
Have crept where love and laughter used to be. 

Pain is the child of Love and Joy; and those 
Who kiss the limbs of Love, and know Desire. 
Must fall beneath Pain’s hand of murmuring fire. 
And drop red blood upon the wan white rose. 

Deep violet and blue, blue—green and grey, 

Like stars, and as the colours of the sea 
—Your eyes; and your lips seemed to me 
As rose-red blossoms on a summer’s day. 


Fro.m 

PAOLO AND FRANCESCA 

By STEPHEN PHILLIPS. 

P Tfificcsca : 

Here is the place; but read it low and sweet. 

Put out the lamp! 

P^aoto : 

'rhe glimmering page is clear: 
(rmairQ) Now on that day it chanced that 
Launcclot, 

Thinking to find the King, found Guenevere 
Alone : and when he s.aw her whom he loved. 
Whom he had met loo late, yet loved the more, 



Such was the tumult at his heart that he 
Could speak not, for her husband was his friend, 
His dear familiar friend: and they two held 
No secret from each other until now! 

But were like brothers born so ”—my voice 
breaks off. 

Read you a little on. 

Francesca : 

{readmg) “ And Guenevere 

Turning, beheld him suddenly whom she 
Loved in her thought, and even from that hour 
When first she saw him; for by day, by night. 
Though lying by her husband’s side, did she 
Weary for Launcelot, and know full well 
How ill that love, and yet that love how deep ” ! 
I cannot see—the page is dim : read you. 

Paolo : 

{reading) 

“ Now they two were alone, yet could.not speak; 
But heard the beating of each other’s hearts. 

He knew himself a traitor but to stay. 

Yet could not stir : she pale and yet more pale 
Grew till she could no more, but smiled on him. 
Then when he saw that wished smile, he came. 
Near to her and still near, and trembled; then 
Her lips all trembling kissed.” 

Francesca : 

{Drooping towards hint) Ah, Launcelot! 

{^He kisses her on the lips) 
* # # * * 
Frajicesca: 

Did I not know thy voice 
All ghostly grew the sun, unreal the air 
Then when we kissed. 
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Paolo ; 

And in that kiss our souls 
Together flashed, and now they are one flame, 
Which nothing can put out, nothing divide.' 

Francesca ; 

Kiss me again! I smile at what may chance. 
Paolo : 

Again, and yet again! and here and here. 

Let me with kisses burn this body away, 
Tliat our two souls may dart together free. 

I fret at interv'ention of the flesh, 

And I would clasp you—you that but inhabit 
This lovely house. 


From Katrina. 

EMBLEMS OF LOVE 

By Lascelles Abercrombie. 


Sylvan : 

You arc so full of thoughts, sweetheart.^ 

Kafrtna : And so arc you; 

A long while since you kissed me! {IVliai ha 
I saull 

O fool so to remind him ! ! shall scarce 

Help rryiny out or shuddering this iitncl — 
Ah no ! / am apain a fool ! Kot !h:is 
/ am to do^ hut in rvy heart to break 



All the reluctance : H must have nn me 
No pleasure : else I am endlessly tortured) 
Then I must kiss you Sylvan! 

{She kisses him) 

Sylvan : Ah, my darling! 

{God ! if seent through my flesh as thrilling soztnd 
M^isi shake a fiddle when the strings arc 
snatched ! 

Will she make the life in me ell a slave 
Of my kissed body—a trembling eager slai ct 
11 rail like a terror to my heart, the sense, 

The shivering delight upon my skw, 

Of her lips touching me.) My beloved— 

It may be it were wise, that we took care 
Our pleasant love come never in the risk 
Of being too much knosvn. 

Katrina : O what a risk 

To think of her! Love is not common life, 

But always fresh and sweet. Can this grow stale ? 

{^he kisses him again) 

Sylvan : 

O never! I meant not so—Yes, always sweet! 
{She must not lass me ! Ah, it leaves my heart 
Aghast, and siopi with pain of the joy of her-. 
And her loved body is like an ag07iy 
Clmging upon me. O she must not kiss me ! 

I will not be a thing excruciated 
To please her passioft, an anguish of delight !) 



LOVE PROFANE 

THEO VAN BEEK. 

^ELOVED, I have scaled your closing eyes 
With the last kisses of love’s harvesting— 
Tired little kisses—and we drift to sleep 
Happy with love assuaged, yet sorrowing. 

To us, who under tlie forgiving skies 
To passionless depths sink deep, 

Yet still the image of our sin behold— 

That sin which is our glory and our shame. 

And older than the world, as love is old— 

How beautiful were death, if now death came! 


STEPHANIE 

THEO VAN BEEK. 

QTEP in on tip-toes, for the world has cars 
That listen keenly in this secret hour 
And enviously. 

Yet now forget the world; its door of fears 
I lock to make you safe, my passion-flower. 
For love and me. 

Your petals to the waiting night I give: 

Soft silken whispers from the darkness steal, 
A fragrance suppliant and fugitive 
Ass.-iiis mv quickened senses till they reel. 

O eyes like summer stars, O slim pale limbs 
As supple as the tendrils of the vine, 

O lips that sigh love’s immemorial hymns, 
All mine you arc. all mine. 



O cup of love, my lips are at your brink; 

I lift you up to me, 

And from the eddying depth of you I drink 
The wine of ecstacy. 

Yet now you fall from me; I droop; I ache; 

And in a swoon that leaves me half awake 
I feel your lips Diana-like on me; 

And all my life ascends, is sucked away 
Till I am but a wave gone up in spray. 

My sylphic Stephanie. 

Qur little hour is done : in stealthy flight 
You pass out like a flame into the night; 

But what shall quench your wandering fires in me ? 
Not all the pitying winds, not all the sea, 

And not the angels’ tears, 

O Stephanie. 


REBELLION 

THEO VAN BEEK. 

J THRUST my face thro’ the leaves to kiss your 
mouth, 

And was left alone with your laughter; 

But I caught the gleam of your hair, and I followed 
after— 

I followed its flaming banner amid tree-shadows. 
While the sun slipped shyly away 
And the fingers of night stretched out across the 
meadows. 

And at last you were mine. 
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We lay 

Hidden and hushed among the compassionate 
grasses 

That held the embers of our stolen day. 

O not with the years, little rebel, the pang of you 
passes 

O not from my dust shall your warmth be taken 
awav. 


THE TALISMAN 

THEO VAN BEEK. 

>^HEN full warm life was ended 
And into the Unkno»’n 
I like the smoke ascended 
Of flame to darkness blown. 

One voice I caught, one radiance 
From worlds thrown in cclipse~ 
Love’s agonised low cadence, 

Vour kiss on my dead lips. 

Where ends, and how, endeavour 
I know not; night is black: 

I toil, perhaps for ever. 

Along a shrouded track. 

Yet am I armed, and fearless 
Of Fate’s apocalypse, 

Who keep in memory peerless 
Your kiss on my dead lips. 


SILVIE 

KENNETH HARE. 


^ILVIE had said that ere the dawn of day 

She would go thence the Mayday feast to keep 
Yet did she lie still by his side asleep 
Or did her blue eyes once, he could not say, 

Peep through her lashes? Time they were away! 
He kissed her tremulous eyelids, he did steep 
Her throat in kisses, but in slumber deep 
She lay, or made it seem asleep she lay, 

But, at the last she did a little stir 

And turn into his arms, who close doth take 
And kisses her small breasts to waken her, 

—For now above the elm the sun was peeping— 

“ And yet,” she thought, “ I will be still asleeping 
Till he wish more than so—and then I’ll wake.” 


DEAD LOVE 

By IVAN ALAN SEYMOUR. 

YESTERDAY I went to gaze upon you 
Where you lay dead. 

The sun shone o’er your bed; 

Its rays upon you 
Likened your head 
Unto that of a goddess— 

Or so it seemed as I stepped in the room 

With awful tread 

Lest I defile Death’s gloom. 

I stooped to rouse you with caress, 

For lo, it seemed you were not dead; 
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But then I saw your face— 

The face which ever drove me to despair— 

Pale against your coverlet of lace, 

White as itself—with fixed stare; 

And shrank away. 

For even in death you did disdain my love; 

And as you stared unseeingly above, 

Your calm gaze seemed to say: 

“ You will not dare.” 

A vagrant curl 

Of your still lustrous hair 

Made me to realise myself a clumsy churl, 

And caused me to withdraw 
From your transparent face 
A pace 
In awe; 

For even the shining glory of your hair 
Had said : 

“ You will not dare.” 

Again I bent over your head. 

And sought with trembling lips and frightened 
breath 

To touch vour mouth and wrest from it the agony 
Of death. 

But as I looked, your smile mocked up to me 
In scorn, 

.And seemed to breathe : 

” You will not dare.” 

So once again I drew away. 

And in that moment my poor heart rebelled : 

I fell mv pulsing fury writhe and seethe. 

.And as It swelled 
I knew that Hate wa.s born. 

With frenried fingers dtttching at my throat 



I shook, as with the ague, till my hair 
Was all about my temples, and I brushed 
The dribbling saliva from my coat, 

And crushed 

Betwixt my palms my anguish-bursting head. 

You looked so calm and so contemptuous. 

Whilst I was made as one delirious. 

And stumbled from the room to leave you there— 
Derisive—dead. 


A CHILD’S CARESS 

IVAN ALAN SEYMOUR. 

^ND thus it ever was since Genesis; 

Man looks on Art as, in some far abyss, 
Remoter Christ. I have no faith in this; 
For all the ecstasy of beauty-bliss 
And all the purity these others miss. 

Is giv’n me in your swift untutored kiss. 


GREENWICH PARK TRIOLET 

By IVAN ALAN SEYMOUR. 

gHE looks ter me 

Just right ter kiss, does Lil-— 

Most luverly 
She looks ter me. 

A bloomin’ swine I’d be 
To try; but still . . . 
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She looks ter me. 

Just right ter kiss, does Lil. 

She sez ter me: 

" Now, ’op it aht o’ this— 

Don’t come it, see! ” 

She sez ter me: 

As wild as wild can be 
Becos I arst ’er for a kiss— 

She sez ter me : 

" Now, ’op it aht o’ this.” 

She sez ter me; 

“ O, Kid, you ain’t arf strong! ” 
Then quietly. 

She sez ter me : 

'■ Nah then. Bert, let me be— 
That larst one wuz too long—” 
She sez ter me: 

“ O, Kid. you ain’t arf strong! ” 


SEVEN SEALS 

D. H. LAWRENCE. 

^INCE this is the last night I keep you home, 
Come, I will consecrate you for the journey. 

R.athcr I had you would not go. Nay come 
I will not again reproach you. Lie back 
And let me love you a long time ere you go. 
For YOU arc sullen-hearted still, and lack 
T!u' will to love me. But even so 
1 will set a seal u|Hm you from my lip, 





Will set a guard of honour at each door, 

Seal up each channel out of which might slip 
Your love for me. 

I kiss your mouth. Ah, love, 

Could I but seal its ruddy, shining spring 
Of passion, parch it up, destroy, remove 
Its softly-stirring, crimson welling-up 
Of kisses! Oh, help me, God ! Here at the source 
rd lie for ever drinking and drawing in 
Your fountains, as heaven drinks from out their 
course 
The floods. 


I close your ears with kisses 
And seal your nostrils; and round your neck you’ll 
wear— 

Nay, let me work—a delicate chain of kisses. 

Like beads they go around, and not one misses 
To touch its fellow on either side. 

And there 

Full mid-between the champaign of your breast 
I place a great and burning seal of love 
Like a dark rose, a mystery of rest 
On the slow bubbling of your rhythmic heart. 

Nay, persist, and very faith shall keep 
You integral to me. Each door, each mystic port 
Of egress from you I will seal and steep 
In perfect chrism. 

Now it is done. The mort 
Will sound in heaven before it is undone. 

Tut let me finish what I have begun 
And shirt you now invulnerable in the mail 
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Of iron kisses, kisses linked with steel. 

Put greaves upon your thighs and knees, and frail 
Webbing of steel on your feet. So you shall feel 
Ensheathed invulnerable with me, with seven 
Great seals upon your outgoings, and woven 
Chain of my mystic will wrapped perfectly 
Upon you, wrapped in indomitable me. 


KISSES IN THE TRAIN 

D. H. LAWRENCE. 

J SAW the midlands 

Revolve through her hair; 
The fields of autumn 
Stretching bare, 

And sheep on a pasture 
Tossed back in a scare. 

And still as ever 

The world went round, 

My mouth on her pulsing 
Neck was found, 

And my breast to her beating 
Breast was bound. 

But my heart at the centre 
Of all, in a swound 
Was still ns a pivot, 

.•\s all the "round 
On its prowling orbit 
Shifted round. 



And still in my nostrils 
The scent of her flesh 

And still my wet mouth 
Sought her afresh; 

And still one pulse 

Through the world did thresh. 

And the world all whirling 
Around in joy 

Like the dance of a dervish 
Did destroy 

My sense—and my reason 
Spun like a toy. 

But firm at the centre 
My heart was found; 

Her own to my perfect 
Heart-beat bound, 

Like a magnet’s keeper 
Closing the round. 


DREAM-CONFUSED 

D. H. LAWRENCE. 

JS that the moon 

At the window so big and red ? 

No one in the room, 

No one hear the bed — ? 

Listen, her shoon 
Palpitating down the stair? 

—Or a beat of wings at the window there ? 
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A moment ago 

She kissed me warm on the mouth, 
The very moon in the south 
Is warm with a bloody glow, 

The moon from far abysses 
Signalling those two kisses. 

And now the moon 
Goes slowly out of the west. 

And slowly back in my breast 
My kisses arc sinking, soon 
To leave me at rest. 


THINE 

(A K’ofiymoiis.) 

J^ISSES laid upon lips that ask again; 

Breath ok the roses’ breath and more than 
pain -, 

Lisp of the trembling leaves when the warm rains 
come; 

Quiver of noontide hc.at when the breeze is dumb; 

Flower that leans to fiower with a scented grace; 

Limbs upon wliitc limbs crushed in a fierce 
embrace; 

Love’s fair body stabbed with a crimson scam; 

Fate’s low voice in the sky where the lightnings 
gleam, 

Terror of waters that glide to the cataract nigh; 

Dreams that wake in the night and melt in a sigh; 

Throb of the amorous sea in the moonbeam’s thrall. 

Moan of the earth in despair for the Spirit of ail; 

Stinging, like odours blown from the fiery South. 

Yea. even as these. Oh Love, is the kiss of your 
mouth. 



CHANT EROTIQUE 

{^Anonymous^ 

'T'HE air is heavy where the incense swims 

And vibrant with the chanting of love’s hymns. 
Thine eyes are like the great stars in the South, 
Thy body, lithe and young. O let my mouth 
Stray o’er the sensuous satin of thy limbs; 

Let me adore and drink 

The fragrance of thy flesh until I sink 

Into oblivion of the world with thee. 

Now yielding to my love thy body lies 
Now like a sylph it lifts itself to me; 

And now a sweet mad wave of ecstacy 
Throbs thro’ my flesh and sobs away in sighs, 
Till I am stretched with thee, divinely spent, 

On Eros’ altar of abandonment. 

Still burning with the flames of sacrifice. 


THE SPINSTER 

CHARLES M. KOHAN. 

EATNESS was ever in thy bones 
That now most neatly lie* 

In Death’s embrace who was thine only lover. 
And thy prim lips 

That smiled so grudgingly 
Are stretched in a new ecstasy 
At his chill kiss. Death is thy lover. 
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